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Summary: Set during New Moon. Bella has been feeling her way through 
the darkness for months. When an unexpected savior enters her life 
will he be what she needs to pull her back into the light? 


1 . Chapter 1 

The tires of my old truck squealed against the wet pavement of the 
hospital parking lot as I slammed on my breaks. I threw it in park 

and flew out of the cab and through the doors that lead to the 

emergency room. If I had been in a better state of mind I would have 
been proud of myself for not tripping over my own feet as I ran 
inside . 

The nurse at the desk looked up as I bolted through the door. She 
knew who I was and why I was here. She picked up the phone on her 

desk and held a finger up gesturing for me to wait as she 

dialed . 

"Dr. Gerandy, Isabella Swan has just arrived." 

She paused for a moment before saying "Yes, sir" and hung up the 
phone . 

"Isabella, come with me please, sweetheart." 

She led me through the big double doors that I knew would take us 
back to the patient rooms. She stopped outside of a small waiting 
room and gestured for me to enter. 

"Dr. Gerandy will be right down. Just sit tight for a minute. Can I 
get you anything? Water? Coffee?" 

I shook my head, confused as to why I was brought here instead of 
directly to Charlie. The only explanation I would allow myself to 
think was that he was in surgery or had been taken down for testing 



or something. I refused to think there was another possibility. 


Dr. Gerandy entered the room a few short minutes later. He looked 
exhausted and when he looked at me I saw something in his eyes that 
caused my heart to stop before beginning to beat rapidly against my 
ribcage; almost as though it was trying to break free. 

He took a seat beside me on the small sofa and let out a deep 
sigh . 

"I'm sorry Isabella, but I have some bad news." 

The tears started to well up in my eyes so quickly I didn't even 
realize they were there until they started falling. I almost stopped 
him since I had a pretty good idea what he was going to say, but I 
couldn't speak. It was like my brain needed to confirm what my heart 
already knew. 

"As you already know, your father was in an accident . His cruiser was 
spotted by a trucker down near Bogachiel State Park, crashed into a 
tree. We're not exactly sure what happened since the officers that 
responded to the call didn't find any evidence of another car, so we 
can only surmise that he may have swerved to keep from hitting an 
animal and lost control of the car." 

I let out a breath that I hadn't realized I had been holding. While 
this was bad it didn't necessarily mean he wasa€ 1 God I couldn't even 
think the word. 

"So, can I see him?" I asked. 

I couldn't help but notice the intense sadness in the good doctor's 
eyes as he took another deep breath. 

"Honey, there's more. He had a wound from where he must have hit his 
head on the steering wheel. The blood must have attracted some of the 
animals in the foresta€ 1 " 

I held my hand up not needing him to finish. I didn't need nor want 
any of the details. 

"So what is it that you're saying?" Stupid question I know, but my 
mind just didn't want to accept the implications of his words. 

"I'm so sorry Bella. There was nothing we could do. He's gone, 
honey . " 

I just looked at him. I heard the words but my mind refused to let 
them sink in. This wasn't happening. This _couldn't_ be happening. 

Not Charlie. Not after everything I've lost. No, I refused to believe 
that God would take away the only person I had left. 

"I wanna see for myself." 

The words came out before I had the chance to even realize I was 
speaking. I spoke them so quietly I wasn't sure that he heard 
me . 

"Bella, I don't think that's such a good idea. We had one of the 
officers officially identify the body, so there's really no 



needa€ 1 " 

"I want to see for myself," I stated again, only this time I spoke 
loud enough and with enough force behind my words to let him know 
that there was no room for argument. 

"Okay, honey. But I need to warn you, the wounds on his neck will be 
visible and they are not pleasant." 

I simply nodded. I really didn't care. I just needed to see. 

I stood outside the closed door of Charlie's hospital room trying to 
work up the courage to open it. After a few minutes and a silent pep 
talk, I reached for the handle and opened the door. 

I half expected him to be completely covered in his own blood. It was 
obvious that they had cleaned him up. But still, the sight before me 
caused my knees to go weak and I gripped the handle of the door for 
dear life to hold myself up. I could see from the doorway just how 
bad his neck wounds were and it made my stomach turn. If his neck was 
that bad I couldn't even begin to imagine what was _under_ the 
sheet . 

Without taking my eyes off of the man in front of me I spoke to Dr. 
Gerandy, feeling him still standing behind me. 

"Could I have a few minutes alone with him? So I can say 
good-bye? " 

"Yes, sweetie, of course." 

I stepped further into the room and closed the door behind me before 
making my way over to the bed. I sat down in the hard plastic chair 
beside him and gently took his hand in my own. I began rubbing small 
circles over his cold skin as I took in the sight of my dead 
father . 

There were no scratches or marks on his face other than the small cut 
on his forehead that Dr. Gerandy had told me about. I moved the sheet 
down a little bit further to get a better look at his neck. My 
suspicions were confirmed as I looked closer. You would never notice 
unless you were looking for it, but the marks on the right side 
looked suspiciously like human teeth marks. The skin around the wound 
had been torn in places to cover this up, but I could still make out 
the edges of the original bite mark. 

Charlie had been killed by a vampire. 

I closed my eyes tightly as the tears began to fall. They ran out so 
rapidly that wiping them away would be futile as they would only be 
replaced by new ones in mere seconds. 

This felt like a dream. A part of me, the part that was in serious 
denial, was telling me that this wasn't real. It was telling me that 
when I opened my eyes I would awake in my bed at home and that none 
of this really happened. 

After what felt like an eternity, I finally pried my eyelids open, 
letting out a choked sob as I did so. 



This wasn't a dream. I was not at home in bed as I had hoped to be. 
Instead I was right where I was when I closed my eyes. In the 
hospital room that had all of a sudden become entirely too small. It 
felt like the walls were rapidly closing in on me and I was having 
trouble catching my breath. 

"_I'm so sorry Bella. There was nothing we could do. He's gone, 
honey . 

_He ' s gone._ 

_He ' s gone._ 

_He ' s gone._ 

Those two words played again and again inside my head as the room got 
smaller and smaller. My chest heaved as I tried, without much 
success, to take in the air that my lungs were so desperately begging 
me for. 

I tried my best to calm my breathing but it did no good. 

The only person that could calm me was lying lifeless in the hospital 
bed next to me. 

_He ' s gone._ 

I crawled into the bed, wrapping my arms as tightly as I could around 
the already cold body of my father and sobbed into his chest. My sobs 
became uncontrollable as the reality of what was going on finally hit 
me . 

His chest wasn't rising and falling with each inhale and exhale. He 
wasn't breathing. 

I couldn't hear the beat of his heart with the ear that was pressed 
to his chest, or feel it on my cheek. His heart wasn't beating. 

I couldn't feel the warmth of his skin as I held onto his body 
tighter than I ever had. He was cold. 

He wouldn't open his eyes, no matter how much I begged him to. He was 
gone . 

Just like everyone else I loved, he was taken away from me. 

"I love you. Daddy." I whispered through my sobs. "I'm sorry. I'm so 
sorry . " 

The guilt consumed me. I knew that this was my fault. While I could 
never bring myself to regret my time with the Cullens, I couldn't 
help but think that if I had just left well enough alone when it came 
to _him_, if I would have taken his advice and stayed away, none of 
this would have happened. 

I wouldn't have been out in that field with them that day when the 
attention of a coven of nomadic vampires was caught by a baseball 
game . 


If it weren't for me, the Cullens would have never had to kill James 



in an attempt to protect someone they had considered family. 


If I had just stayed in Phoenix there wouldn't be a psychotic vampire 

on the loose, hell bent on ending my life, and anyone else's that got 

in her way, to avenge the death of her mate. 

It was my fault that Charlie got caught in the crossfire and I didn't 

know if I would ever be able to forgive myself for that. 

I couldn't be sure that it was, in fact, Victoria that had murdered 
my dad. There was always the off chance that another vampire had been 
making his or her way through the area and Charlie had just been in 
the wrong place at the wrong time. It was doubtful, but 
possible . 

After what felt like hours, my sobs had quieted but I still held 
tightly to Charlie, scared to let go. I had to though. There were 
things I needed to do. I had phone calls to make and arrangements 
needed to be made. 

I pulled myself up off the bed but I didn't move. I willed my feet to 
carry me out of that room but they wouldn't listen. It took another 
ten minutes and one more silent pep talk before my body finally did 
what I told it to. 

I leaned down and pressed my lips lightly to Charlie's cold cheek and 
whispered my love for him once again before leaving the room. 

I was on autopilot as I drove home from the hospital. After my mini 
breakdown in Charlie's room a numb feeling had washed over me. I was 
grateful for it. I didn't want to feel the pain that I knew lay just 
below the surface. It would come eventually. I had enough experience 
in this sort of thing to know that, but it would have to wait. There 
was too much to do. 

I pulled into the driveway and killed the engine. I just sat there, 
not thinking, not feeling. Just sitting. I didn't want to go in there 
yet. In fact, I didn't want to go in there at all. 

After a few minutes I decided that it was best to just go in and get 
it over with. I couldn't sit out here in the driveway forever; though 
the thought was much more pleasant than the alternative. 

I noticed that the door was cracked open slightly, but in my haste to 
get out of here and to Charlie earlier, I couldn't remember if I had 
closed it all the way. 

Of course it would be just my luck that on a day like today someone 
would choose to break into the home of the chief of police. 

I pushed the door open further and peered inside. It didn't seem like 
there was anything out of the ordinary from this vantage point, so I 
stepped inside. 

I listened intently to see if I could hear voices or footsteps 
indicating that there was someone inside, but I heard nothing. It was 
completely silent in the house. Not that that meant there was no one 
here. They could have just heard my truck and were being quiet so 
that they didn't get caught. 



Honestly I didn't care. If we actually had anything of value they 
were welcome to it. I had already been robbed of the most valuable 
thing that had ever occupied space in this house. 

I slowly and quietly made my way upstairs. I felt that if I made too 
much noise I would be disturbing something, so I remained as silent 
as possible. I had every intention of going to shower. I wasn't sure 
why but I felt the need to scrub my skin until it bled. 

Just as I was about to step inside the bathroom, Charlie's open 
bedroom door caught my attention. 

Standing in the doorway, I just stared. His pajamas were still lying 
at the foot of his unmade bed. His closet door was open a crack from 
where he had taken his clean uniform out this morning. He never 
closed the closet door all the way. I cracked a small, sad smile as I 
remembered asking him about it once when I was little. 

I had been terrified of monsters as a child. I believed that any 
place in the house where light was scarce was full of monsters. I had 
been about seven when Charlie helped me overcome that fear. 

_I was sitting on Dad's bed watching him put away his clean clothes. 
He hung up the last shirt but didn't close the door all the 
way ._ 

"_Daddy, you should close that. If not then the monsters will come 
out at night while you're sleeping and get you."_ 

_He chuckled and sat down on the bed beside me._ 

"_Still scared of the closet monster, baby?" he asked, brushing the 
hair out of my eyes._ 

_I nodded and looked back at the closet warily. _ 

"_And the under-the-bed-monsters . Don't forget them. They're even 
worse than the closet monsters 'cause they're sneakier. They can grab 
your feet when you get in or out of bed and pull you under. 

_He chuckled again and shook his head._ 

"_Aren't you scared?" I asked. _ 

_He shook his head again. _ 

"_I have no reason be scared. There's nothing in there but clothes 
and shoes and boxes of old junk. There are no monsters in 
there . 

"_How do you know? They could just be hiding from you. Then tonight 
when you go to sleep they'll jump out and take you away from 


_The thought had brought tears to my eyes. I loved my Daddy and I 
didn't want anyone to take him away from me._ 

"_Hey, " he said as he used his fingertips to lift my chin so I would 
look at him. "You don't need to worry about that. I have something 
that keeps the monsters away . 



_He smiled and leaned over toward his bedside table. He opened the 
drawer and pulled out a spray can and handed it to me._ 

"_This is for you, " he said._ 

_I looked at the can, studying the label. There was a picture of a 
big, green, scary-looking monster with red eyes and huge, pointy 
teeth. There was a red circle around the picture with a line that ran 
diagonal across the monster. I rotated the can in my hand and read 
the back. It said 'Monster Spray: To keep the scary closet and 
under-the-bed-monsters away'._ 

"_Where did you get this?" I asked in awe. I shouldn't have been 
surprised he would find something like this. Daddy always kept me 
safe ._ 

"_I made it. I didn't want you to be scared anymore. 

"_How does it work?" I asked. _ 

"_You just spray it in the closet and under the bed, or anywhere else 
you think a monster might lurk."_ 

_I got up from the bed and went over to daddy's closet. I opened the 
door as wide as I could and sprayed every inch down with the monster 
spray. No way were the monsters gonna get him tonight. _ 

_I walked over to the bed and dropped to my knees. I pulled the bed 
skirt up and repeated the process. _ 

"_It smells pretty" I told him with a smile. _ 

_He returned my smile as I climbed back up onto the bed._ 

"_That ' s what keeps the monsters away. They don't like the pretty 
smell. So tonight, when you go to bed, we'll take this and spray your 
room for monsters. Then neither of us will have to worry about 
monsters coming to steal us away from each other. Okay?"_ 

_I smiled again and hugged him._ 

"_Okay, Daddy. Thank you for keeping me safe."_ 

_He pulled away and smiled, running the back of his fingers over my 
small cheek. _ 

"_Always, Bells. I'll always keep you safe."_ 

I had eventually learned that dad's 'Monster Spray' was nothing but a 
can of air freshener. He had made the label himself and taped it to 
the can to cover the original one. He had become my hero that day. I 
was never scared of the closet monster or under-the-bed-monster 
again . 

Tears were again streaming down my face as I stood at the foot of my 
dad's bed remembering. 


I looked around the room some more just taking it all in. It smelled 
heavily of his cologne. A smell that I had always loved. He'd been 



wearing the same scent for as long as I could remember. 


As I turned toward his dresser, I noticed the corner of a picture 
frame. The rest was covered by a t-shirt that he had thrown 
haphazardly . 

I found it odd since there were no other picture frames anywhere in 
the room. In fact his walls were completely bare aside from a huge 
dream catcher that hung on the wall above his bed. It had been a gift 
from Billy. It was much like the one that Jake had given me for my 
birthday only on a much larger scale. 

I pulled the t-shirt away and the photo staring back at me caused my 
breath to catch. It was a picture of _him_ and me from prom. 

_Why did he still have this?_ 

I figured that _he_ had taken it just like all the pictures from my 
scrapbook and the gifts from that fateful birthday party. 

I realized that he must not have realized that Charlie had it. But 
even still, why would Charlie keep it? If there was anyone that 
didn't want a reminder of _him_ it was my dad. 

I stood there for an immeasurable amount of time simply studying the 
perfect face of the man that I had been willing to give my very life 
for. It wasn't as hard to look upon him as I thought it might be, but 
then again it was just a picture. I would imagine that coming face to 
face with him in person would be a whole different experience. 

It was hard to believe that it had only been five short months since 
they had left. Some days it seemed as though decades had passed and 
others it was as if it had been only yesterday that I stood on that 
path in the forest while _he_ tore out my very soul with his 
words . 

As I gazed at the picture I realized why Charlie must have kept it. I 

looked happy. I was smiling brightly, my ever present blush adorning 

my cheeks. _He_ wasn't even looking at the camera. Instead his 
attention was focused on me. He had a small adoring smile on his 
face. The sight of it made the hole in my chest throb with such 
intensity it made my knees weak. 

To the outside observer he looked like he was deeply in love with me. 
But I knew better. 

I sighed deeply, taking one last look at the picture before replacing 
it on the dresser. I even went as far as to put the t-shirt back over 
it, just like I found it. I left the room closing the door behind me. 

I needed to get on the ball and start making the necessary phone 

calls to get things taken care of. If I stayed up here I'd never get 
any of that done. 

I grabbed the phone off of the wall in the kitchen and headed toward 
the living room. I made a list in my head of the people that I needed 
to call. 

_Billy, funeral homeaC 1 Who the hell else am I supposed to call?_ 

I had no idea what the hell I was doing. I found myself wishing, not 



for the first time today, that Esme and Carlisle were here. I needed 
the comfort that only a mother could give and I knew that Carlisle 
would know what the hell I was supposed to be doing. 

The longing that I felt for my vampire parents caused a war inside my 
head. On the one hand I wantedaC 1 no neededaC 1 them here to help me 
through this. Even if it was just long enough to take care of 
everything and get through the funeral. The fact remained though that 
even if I had any idea of how to get in touch with them I wasn't sure 
I would be able to make that phone call. The pain of their 
abandonment was still pretty fresh and I didn't know if I could 
handle speaking to, let alone see, any of them right now. 

On the other hand, I was angry with them and _didn'_t want them here. 
They were partially responsible for this after all. They left me 
alone and unprotected while Victoria was plotting my demise. I didn't 
know if they had any idea that she would come back for me but that 
was beside the point. If they hadn't left they would have easily been 
able to take care of her before any of this happened and I wouldn't 
be parentless right now. 

I let out a puff of frustrated air. There was no sense in thinking 
about this right now. The fact was they weren't here. Regardless of 
how much I did or didn't want them to be. 

I hit the talk button on the phone, the dial tone loud in the 
otherwise silent room. 

Just as I went to press the buttons to call Billy, I felt it. The 
hairs on the back of my neck stood up and a chill ran up my spine. 
Someone was watching me. 

I saw a flash of movement from the corner of my eye before she 
spoke . 

"Hello, Bella." 

I looked up toward the voice. I should have been scared. In fact, I 
probably should have been pissing myself in fear, but I felt nothing. 
I just didn't care anymore. There was no more fight left in me. 

My voice sounded dead even to my own ears as I greeted my unwanted 
guest . 

"Hello Victoria." 


2 . Chapter 2 

**A/N: Hello my lovely readers. Thank you to all of you who 
f avorited/alerted this story. A special thanks to Cazzy20 and 
seablueiu for being the only two reviewers.** 

**This story is something I started a long time ago and I'm a bit out 
of practice with the whole writing thing so please bear with me. I 
have a few chapters written and I'm in the process of some edits 
before I continue on with the story. Enjoy chapter 2 
: ) ** 


* *Disclaimer : I don't own it.** 



><p>Victoria flashed a smile at me that was both beautiful and 
sinister at the same time. I knew the moment she realized her 
presence wasn't having the desired effect because the smile fell and 
a curious expression graced her beautiful face. Her head was cocked 
slightly to the side as she studied me . <p> 

"What's wrong, Bella?" 

I almost laughed right in her face. 

_Is she seriously asking that right now?_ 

"Look, Victoria" I said. "If you're going to kill me, just fucking do 
it already." I wasn't in the mood to play her games. 

She looked almost shocked at my outburst. 

"Well, now that's no fun. It'll be so much better if I get to hear 
you beg for your pathetic human life." 

This time I did laugh. Not just a small little giggle either. I'm 
talking full out, hysterical, ' holy-shit-I-think-I ' ve-lost-my-mind ' , 
laughter. There was a good chance that that was entirely true. I mean 
come on. Experiencing all of the heartache and pain that I have in 
the last five months would make even the sanest person a bit 
mad . 

The sudden noise from my laughter actually startled her a bit, as I 
saw her jump slightly. Again, had I been in my right mind I would 
have been proud of myself. It's not easy to startle a vampire. 

My laughter died down and now I was just giggling. The look on her 
face indicated that she wasn't the least bit amused. 

"You want me to beg?" I asked between giggles. "Beg for what exactly? 
It isn't like I have anything left to live for anyway. The man that 
you so adamantly like to claim is my mate left me over a fucking 
paper cut, taking with him the family that I had come to love as my 
own . " 

I was no longer giggling. With each word I spoke all of the anger, 
pain, loss, sorrow; every emotion that I had suppressed since the day 
_he_ left came bubbling to the surface. I had opened a floodgate and 
there was no hope of closing it. I was going to die anyway; I might 
as well let all of this out while I had the chance . 

"None of the friends that I had made when I moved here want anything 
to do with me now because I alienated them when _he_ left. 

"My mother and step-father were taken from me by some asshole that 
wasn't smart enough to _NOT _get behind the wheel of a car when he 
was so intoxicated he couldn't even give the police his name when 
they took him in. 

"And you personally took away the only other person that I had left 
that loved me and cared if I got out of bed every day. The only 
person that tried to convince me that even though I had been through 



so much in such a short time, that was no reason to stop living. So 
tell me, Victoria. Tell me what the fuck I'm supposed to beg for 
because I sure as hell refuse to beg for an empty life that I no 
longer want anyway." 

I was breathing heavily when I finally finished my rant. I was so 
angry. There was still no fear though. I had just unleashed five 
months worth of pent up emotions on a vampire that wanted to kill me, 
yet I still wasn't scared. 

She smiled that same beautiful, sinister smile. 

"Yes, your mother and step-father's deaths were quite a stroke of 
luck. It saved me from having to travel all the way to Jacksonville 
to take care of them myself like I had originally planned. I should 
send that drunk driver a thank-you gift." 

She was taunting me and I knew it, but I tried not to let it bother 
me. She just wanted a reaction from me and I refused to give her 
one . 

"Whatever, so can we get to the killing now? If not then get out. I 
have things to do." 

"Oh, no my dear Isabella, I have no intention of killing you quickly. 
While I will admit you have suffered greatly it isn't nearly enough. 

I plan to make your death extremely slow and excruciat ingly painful. 

I will make you feel everything that I have felt since your pathetic 
excuse of a mate took mine away from me." 

Okay, now I was starting to get a bit scared. I had no desire to be 
tortured for who knows how long. When I thought that she was just 
going to drain me and go on her merry way I was fine. The thought of 
facing what she had in store for me thoughaO 1 yeah, not so fine 
now . 

She moved from her spot in my father's recliner faster than my poor 
human vision could detect. She was sitting behind me now, both of us 
stretched out on the sofa with my back to her chest. She held me 
tight enough to cause pain but not enough to break any bones. 

"Did you know that your father begged, Isabella?" she whispered in my 
ear. "He begged me not to kill him. The man that so many in this town 
held in such high esteem begged little 'ol me to spare his 
life. " 

She reached down, grabbing the pinky of my left hand between her 
thumb and forefinger. She squeezed lightly at first and then slowly 
increased the pressure. I could hear and feel each bone as they broke 
individually beneath my skin. It hurt, it hurt like hell, but I 
refused to give her the satisfaction of hearing me scream out in 
pain . 

"He tried to run. I didn't think that was very nice, so do you know 
what I did Bella?" 

She moved on to the next finger, repeating the process of slowly 
breaking my bones. 


"I broke his legs so he couldn't run from me. The bones snapped 



beneath my hands just as easily as a twig beneath the weight of a 
human foot. I love the sound of bones breaking. It's like 
music . " 

With that she grabbed the last three unbroken fingers on that hand 
and snapped them with ease. A small whimper escaped lips. I couldn't 
see her face, but it wasn't hard to imagine the sick, satisfied smile 
that the sound had no doubt caused. 

"And then he shot me. Can you believe that, Bella? He actually shot 
me! Of course it didn't do anything to me physically, but my feelings 
were very hurt. I mean, you don't just go around shooting people. I 

don't live among humans but even_ I_ know that's like some social 

faux pas. Very rude, indeed. Would you like to venture a guess as to 
what I did next?" 

I shook my head. I had tears in my eyes as she painted me a very 
vivid picture of my father's last moments. He must have been so 
scared. If only the monster spray he had given me as a child worked 
on the real thing. 

"Oh come now. You must have some idea. Guess." 

I shook my head again. I didn't want to let her see me cry, but it 
was becoming harder and harder to hold the tears in. 

"Well then I guess I'll just have to tell you. I stomped on his hand 

and crushed it. Then I took the gun and shot him back. RightaC 1 
here . " 

She placed the tip of her finger just under my right clavicle, 
indicating that was where she had shot Charlie. She wasn't really 
pushing that hard, but with her strength it was enough. She pulled 
her hand away and I was glad that she hadn't decided to break the 
bone, though she had no doubt left a bruise. I had broken my collar 
bone once and that shit was painful . There was no way I would have 
been able to keep up this false bravado if she had broken that 
bone . 

"Of course I had to take measures to avoid suspicion. I mean if the 
police found his dead body with a bullet wound then they would no 
doubt try to find whoever killed him. Not that they could find me, 
but still. No sense in wasting the time coming after someone they 
could never catch. So I fished the bullet out myself. He screamed out 
as I shoved my fingers into the hole. It gave me a warm tingly 
feeling all over to hear him scream like that." 

She sighed happily as though she were remembering her fondest memory. 
It was disgusting and I wanted nothing more in that moment than to 
have the strength to rip her apart. 

"His blood smelled so good" she continued. "I couldn't stop myself 
from draining him right then and there. He smelled sweet, similar to 
you. He tasted like I would imagine candy tastes to you humans. It's 
been a long time since I've fed on a human that tasted so good. It 
almost made me want to keep him alive so that I could feed on him 
over and over. Of course," she ducked her head toward my neck, 
dragging her tongued from the spot where my neck and shoulder met all 
the way up to my ear, "I would imagine that you are going to taste so 
much better." 



I felt her smile against my skin as the tears that I had been holding 
in started to fall. There was nothing I could do to stop them. I 
couldn't stop the images she was creating of Charlie from flashing 
behind my closed eyes. I opened them but they were still there, 
burned into the forefront of my mind. 

She stood up from her seat and stood in front of me. 

"Now, I think it's time we go. We can't very well stay here. I would 
hate to be interrupted by those rancid wolves that seem so determined 
to protect you." 

I couldn't move even if I wanted to. My ribs were killing me from her 
squeezing me so hard. They were definitely bruised if not one or two 
broken. The fingers she broke were throbbing and when I tried to roll 
my shoulder where she had poked me it felt like someone had shoved a 
hot blade into me. If this was just the beginning of the pain she 
planned to inflict I would stay right here thank you very much. 

A loud crash brought my attention away from my inventory of my 
injuries. I turned my head toward the sound to see chunks of the back 
door lying in splinters on the floor from where someone, or 
something, had crashed through it. The next thing I knew the last 
member of the Cullen family I ever expected to see was crouched 
protectively in front of me snarling and growling at an equally 
shocked Victoria. 

_Had she been that focused on me that she didn't hear him 
coming?_ 

"I don't fuckin' think so, Victoria. You won't be bakin' Bella 
anywhere" he drawled in a thick southern accent . 

"Jasper? " 


3 . Chapter 3 


JPOV 

I sat on the highest branch of the tallest tree I could find, just 
looking out over the snowy expanse of the Denali National Park. I had 
just finished hunting but I wasn't quite ready to head home yet. The 
emotional climate amongst my family had been depressing at best for 
the last five months and was showing no signs of changing anytime 
soon. I had taken to hunting alone after finding myself dry sobbing 
over a drained bear the last time I went with the rest of 
them . 

Things had changed drastically for our family since moving here. The 
biggest being that Alice and I were no longer together. 

We had known from the beginning that we weren't mates. Our love was 
never meant to last forever. That was something that we both knew 
going in. Once we had arrived in Alaska she had asked me to go for a 
hunt so that we could talk. She explained that it was time for us to 
separate, assuring me that it had nothing to do with what had 
happened at Bella's party. It was just time. 



I really wasn't all that surprised. I had felt my feelings for Alice, 
and hers for me, begin to wane over the last few years. By the time 
we had moved to Forks my feelings were bordering on platonic. My love 
for her had become that which is shared between a brother and 
sister . 

I had asked if she had seen a vision of my mate. She had simply 
smiled and told me that she wasn't ready yet, but when she was she'd 
let me know. 

Since leaving Forks Emmett was no longer the jovial clown that we had 
all come to know and love. He tried on occasion to crack a joke or 
attempt to lighten the mood in the house, but his heart just wasn't 
in it. He missed his little sister far too much. 

Esme and Carlisle mourned their daughter as though she had died. It 
wasn't an unusual occurrence to find Esme holed up in her room with 
her head buried in the pillows, sobbing so hard the whole bed shook. 
Carlisle spent most of his time in his study. He was just as 
melancholy as everyone else and I had caught him a few times just 
staring out the window with tears in his eyes, obviously thinking 
about Bella. 

Alice was no longer the bright, bouncy, hyperactive pixie she had 
been. Not even shopping made her feel better, though she still 
continued to do it. She said that it gave her a sense of normalcy and 
that's what she needed right now. 

On the outside, Rosalie remained indifferent. Her emotions told 
another story though. She missed Bella just like the rest of us did. 
She may not have particularly liked the girl, but Bella had made 
Rose's mate and her family happy. Any time Bella was mentioned I 
could feel a small amount of sisterly love from Rose. It was trumped 
by the annoyance she felt for the human, but I had every confidence 
that if Rose would have gotten over herself and just spent some time 
with Bella, she would have come to love her as strongly as Alice 
did . 

Then there was Edward. He didn't even make it through the door of our 
house before he took off on his own. He said that he couldn't handle 
being around anyone and left. He checks in with Carlisle once every 
three weeks or so, but other than that we don't hear from him. 

I personally felt that he just didn't want to witness the heartbreak 
that his dumbass actions caused. 

None of us had agreed with Edward's decision to leave her. He argued 
that after what I had done it wasn't safe for her to be around us. I 
really couldn't argue there, but she was safer with us than she was 
on her own. The girl was a danger magnet. I mean come on. Within just 
a few months of moving to Eorks she was nearly killed twice, not to 
mention raped. It didn't help that the poor thing tripped over thin 
air on an hourly basis. That didn't include the mishap on her 
birthday or the fact that Rose and I had every intention of killing 
her ourselves to minimize the risk of our family being 
exposed . 

Yeah, still felt pretty guilty about that too. 

In the end Carlisle had said it was ultimately Edward's decision to 



leave since she was his mate. 


Mate my ass. If the she was really his mate he never would have been 
able to leave her. The pull between mates was far too strong to put 
any kind of real distance between them. He wouldn't have even made it 
to the Washington state line without collapsing from the pain of 
being away from her, let alone be able to travel to South America 
where he was now. 

I was angry that he had just cast her aside so easily; though I had 
no clue why. I didn't really know her all that well. Because of my 
'lack of control' I wasn't allowed to spend any length of time around 
the human my brother claimed he loved. 

I had wanted to get to know her. In fact, I felt this _need _to do 
so. Her emotions were mesmerizing to me. She felt everything with 
such intensity. It was as though she was feeling each emotion with 
her entire being and that fascinated me. I had never come across a 
human that experienced emotions the way that Bella did. I had only 
ever felt such intense feelings from other vampires. 

Even though I had to keep my distance, it never stopped me from 
watching her interact with the rest of the family which gave me a 
little bit of insight into the human that everyone adored so 
much . 

She was selfless. I could feel how much she loathed when Alice wanted 
to go shopping or play Bella Barbie, as she so affectionately called 
it, but she never complained. She would let out a frustrated huff 
every now and then, but never voiced her hatred of the activities. 

She was the first friend Alice had ever had and from where I was 
standing she was a damn good one. 

She was witty. This was made obvious after listening to her banter 
back and forth with Emmett. He had a penchant for embarrassing her. 

He made it his own personal mission to make her blush at least once 
whenever she was at the house. He always achieved his goal but she 
took it in stride and was able to hold her own when it came to him. 

It was impressive to say the least. 

She was fiery. I used to love to sit and listen to her debate with 
Carlisle about whatever topic. Even though he had more than three 
hundred fifty years on her, she had no problem arguing with him and 
making her opinion known. She was extremely intelligent and had left 
Carlisle speechless with her arguments more than once. 

She loved unconditionally. Rose and I had never given her a reason to 
feel even friendly emotions toward us. Yes we had helped protect her 
from James, but she could have taken that as us just following orders 
from Carlisle. 

Rose never tried to hide the fact that she wasn't fond of her. She 
avoided her like the plague when she could and never made any effort 
to get to know her on any level. She was far too self-centered for 
that . 

I didn't exactly make an effort either. Even though I was asked to 
keep my distance I still could have joined in on a conversation or 
whatever activity was going on, but I didn't. In spite of all of 
that, she loved us. She loved us just as much as she loved Alice and 



Emmett . 


She accepted all of us as we were, vampire and all, and loved us just 
as fiercely as she loved her human family; if not more. 

As I continued to stare out over the trees, lost in my thoughts of 
Bella, I realized that I missed the human member of our family more 
than I ever thought I would. 

As I thought back on all that I had learned about her from my 
observations I realized just what she meant to our family. Not only 
was she a sister, a best friend, a daughter, or a mate, she had given 
us back our sense of humanity. Her presence in our lives reminded all 
of us just why we had decided to become vegetarians. Why we chose to 
preserve life instead of take it away. 

In that moment the anger that I had initially felt toward Edward for 
leaving her doubled. It took everything in me not to start running 
for Eorks and beg for her forgiveness for us leaving her. To plead 
with her to allow us back into her life. To ask her to forgive _me_ 
for being at fault for all of this in the first place. 

"Well, it looks like you'll be getting your chance . " 

I jumped at the sound of Alice's voice. I had been so lost in my 
thoughts I hadn't sensed her coming. 

"What are you talking about?" I asked. 

"We're going back to Eorks. I had a vision and Bella needs 


"Why? What's going on?" 

"It's Charlie. Jazz, he's going to die." 

While I was excited at the prospect of seeing Bella again and doing 
whatever she asked of me to earn her forgiveness, I was also 
heartbroken for her. 

_Not again ._ 

Alice had relayed to the rest of just two months ago that she had had 
a vision of Bella and Charlie attending a funeral. She hadn't been 
able to see whose it was in the vision, but with a little internet 
searching we discovered that it was her mother and step-father's. 
Renee and Phil Dwyer had been killed in a car accident caused by a 
drunk driver. 

We had anonymously sent flowers to the funeral but we were all 
wishing that we could have been there for her. Knowing that Charlie 
was there for her was the only thing that stopped Esme from going 
against Edward's wishes and heading for Eorks. 

"Did you see how it happens? Can we stop it?" I asked Alice. 

"No, I didn't see how. We can't stop it. If the vision had come just 
an hour earlier there may have been a chance but it's too late." 

I nodded, not exactly sure what to say. 



"When are we leaving?" 

"As soon as Carlisle gets home. He's on his way now. When I called 
him he said he was leaving right away, but even driving as fast as we 
do it'll take him about thirty minutes to get home. I told Esme that 
I'd help her pack so it goes faster, so I was hoping that maybe you 
would leave now. Jazz, she's all alone and I don't want her to be in 
that house all by herself any longer than she needs to be." 

"You want _me_ to go?" I was incredulous. 

They never wanted me within four feet of the girl and that ' s when 
they were there. Now she wants me to be by myself with her? 

"Yes. You'll be able to help her better than any of the rest of us 


_0h rightaC 1 empath_. 

"Are you sure that's such a good idea Alice? I mean, our last 
interaction wasn't exactly heartwarming." 

"You'll be fine. You've done nothing but hunt and work on your 
control since we left Forks. Not to mention the rest of us haven't 
hunted in awhile and we'll need to do that before we see her again. 
That'll just take up even more time and I don't want her to be 
alone . " 

I was still sitting on my branch up in the tree and even from here I 
could see her eyes glisten with the venom tears that would never 
fall . 

"Alright, I'll go." 

She gave me a sad smile and picked up the small duffle bag that I 
hadn't noticed was sitting at her feet. I jumped down from the tree 
and she handed me the bag. 

"Knew I was gonna say yes?" 

"I had a feeling." She winked. "Okay, so I've seen you arrive in 
Forks not too long after she is told of Charlie's death. Beyond that 
I haven't seen anything since no decisions have been made." 

I nodded. She reached up on the very tips of her toes and kissed my 

cheek and then turned to head back to the house. 

I pulled the strap of the bag over my shoulder, turned myself in the 
right direction and started running toward Forks. 

It seemed to take forever, but I finally made it to Forks. I didn't 
bother stopping at the house. I went straight to Bella's. When I was 
within range of the house. I stopped dead in my tracks. I could feel 

Bella's emotions and she was terrified. She was also in a lot of 

pain, both physical and emotional. I reached out to see if there was 
anyone else there. I could feel seething hatred mixed in with 
amusement and some sadness. Whoever was in that house with her did 
not like Bella at all. 



It took only a second for me to realize exactly who that was. 


I took off running again, my legs carrying me faster than they ever 
had before. Sooner than I expected I found myself in Bella's 
backyard. I could hear Victoria talking. She was telling Bella that 
it was time to go and something about wolves. 

In the blink of an eye I had busted through the back door, not even 
bothering with trying to open it. I took a protective stance in front 
of Bella, a loud growl ripping through my chest as my eyes landed on 
Victoria . 

She was surprised to see me. Which I found odd. She should have been 
able to hear me coming. Apparently she was too wrapped up in whatever 
she had been doing to Bella to notice. 

I wanted to check on Bella to make sure she was okay. I knew she had 
been hurt since I was able to feel her pain, but she wasn't bleeding 
so I knew she would be okay until I took care of Victoria. 

"I don't fuckin' think so, Victoria. You won't be takin' Bella 
anywhere . " 

I registered Bella's surprise when she realized it was me crouched in 
front of her. 

"Jasper? " 

"It's alright, darlin'" I assured her without taking my eyes off of 
Victoria . 

I reached back and found her hand with mine, squeezing it lightly to 
comfort her as best I could right now. 

"I won't let her hurt you. Everyone's on their way." 

I was hit hard with an overwhelming amount of panic. Oddly enough it 
came from both Bella and Victoria. 

"Oh, you didn't think I was alone did you?" I asked Victoria. 

Okay, so yeah I was bluffing. It was a two day drive from here to our 
home in Alaska. Even driving the way vampires do the rest of the 
family still wouldn't be here until sometime tomorrow afternoon. But 
she didn't need to know that. 

In a move so fast even I almost missed it, Victoria took off out the 
open front door. 

_Christ she's fast!_ 

With a growl I started after her. I followed her scent all the way to 
the Quileute border which she had crossed and I couldn't 
follow . 

"EUCK!" I screamed. 

_Stupid fucking wolves and their piece of shit treaty !_ 

Victoria had mentioned wolves when she was talking to Bella, so I 



could only hope that she meant the Quileutes were shifting again. 

Also that they were on alert and got to her before she took off into 
the ocean or managed to get too far away by land. 

I could have stayed here pacing the border, hoping one of them 
smelled me and came running, but I needed to get back to Bella. I 
didn't want to risk Victoria doubling back and getting to Bella 
before I got there. 

I entered Bella's house through the still open front door to find her 
sitting just where I had left her. She was staring at the spot where 
I had been crouched in front of her. I wasn't getting much from her 
emotions now. I could feel a tiny bit of disbelief but other than 
that there was nothing. It was like she had turned them off. 

I approached her at a human pace so as not to startle her. I crouched 
down in front of her and ducked my head so I could catch her 
gaze . 

"Bella? Are you alright, darlin'?" 

_Why the fuck do I keep calling her that?_ 

"Jasper?" She asked for the second time. 

"Yeah, it's me sugar. You alright?" 

I internally rolled my eyes at myself. 

_Sugar now? Really?_ 

She didn't answer and given that I couldn't read her emotions I was 
getting worried. She just stared. 

I was getting ready to open my mouth to try to get her to respond 
when she finally did. 

"Jasper!" she cried. It wasn't a question this time. She launched 
herself at me and wrapped her arms around me in what would have been 
considered a bone crushing hug to another human. It didn't last long 
though. I felt a bit of embarrassment from her before it morphed into 
anger . 

She pulled away just as quickly as she had come at me . I noticed her 
wince but filed that away for later. She looked me right in the eye 
and what I saw actually made me flinch. 

I had seen her angry kitten face before and found it absolutely 
adorable. This however was anything but. The absolute rage in her 
eyes would have had a lesser man, vampire even, cowering in 
fear . 

She narrowed her eyes slightly as she looked at me and I flinched 
again . 

_Give me a fucking break! You're a damned vampire. She's a human. 
What's she gonna do?_ 

So my inner voice had a point but that didn't change the fact that 
she was pretty pissed off and her anger was all directed at 



me . 


"What the fuck are you doing here?" she gritted out through her 
teeth . 

"Uhhha€ 1 " 


4 . Chapter 4 

**A/N: Hello, lovelies! Just a quick thank you to those of you that 
reviewed the last chapter and a hello to my new followers! Also, 
since I haven't mentioned this before, I don't have a beta so all 
mistakes you may find are mine. I read and reread each chapter 
multiple times before posting but I can't always catch every mistake. 
I hope you all enjoy chapter 4!** 

BPOV 

"Jasper? " 

I immediately assumed he was just a figment of my imagination. It's 
not like this would be the first time I was in danger and it caused 
me to hallucinate. Then again it was always Edward before. 

_Well lookie here. I managed to not even wince at the mention of his 
name that time._ 

All thoughts that Jasper wasn't real were quickly thrown out as he 
reached his hand behind him and grabbed a hold of mine, lightly 
squeezing. I was glad he grabbed the one with the _not_ so broken 
fingers . 

"It's alright darlin'. I won't let her hurt you. Everyone's on their 
way . " 

I swear I stopped breathing and panic flooded me. 

_They were coming? Was I ready to face the Cullen family again?_ 

I didn't think so but I guess I didn't really have a choice in the 
matter. I couldn't think about that now. There were more pressing 
matters at hand, like the possibility that I was about to die. I 
hoped that Jasper would be able to stop her from getting to me, but 
seeing as how I didn't really know Jasper all that well I had no clue 
if he would be able to take her out on his own. 

"Oh, you didn't think I was alone, did you?" Jasper asked her. 

If the look on Victoria's face was any indication, I wasn't the only 
one in a panic about the rest of the Cullens showing up. 

Before I could blink she was gone. Jasper let out a deep growl and in 
a flash, he was gone too. 

I sat there just staring off into space trying to come to grips with 
everything that had just happened. 

Eirst there was the fact that Victoria had confirmed my suspicions 
that she had killed Charlie. Not too much of a surprise there. Of 



course I could have done without the play-by-play of his murder, but 
it's not as if she cares about hurting my feelings or anything. 

Next there was the whole, I'm gonna torture you angle she had going. 
I'll admit that it was naA“ve of me to think she was just going to 
drain me and wash her hands of me. She was hurting over the death of 
her mate, so it was only natural that she would want me to feel some, 
or all, of that pain. 

_Am I seriously feeling sympathetic toward the psycho that has every 
intention of killing me? Slowly and painfully might I add?_ 

Okay, so maybe I really _was_ starting to lose it. 

Of course there was also the fact that she was, in all reality, 
coming after the wrong person. 

Laurent had told me that she had said 'a mate for a mate' . Okay, I 
get that, but Edward didn't kill James. Emmett and Jasper did. So if 
you want to get technical she should be going after Rosalie and 
Alice. Not me. 

_Doesn't really matter I guess. It's not like she would be willing to 
sit down and talk semantics. _ 

Now I was trying to come to terms with the fact that none other than 
Jasper Hale had come to my rescue. Talk about a plot twist. 

_Why was he, of all of the Cullens, here? Had Alice had a vision of 
Victoria coming for me?_ 

I guess I would have the opportunity to ask since my biggest issue 
was the fact that Jasper said they were all on their way here. I was 
having a difficult time wrapping my head around this. I hadn't heard 
from any of them in five months and now, all of a sudden, they're 
coming back. 

_Are they coming back to stay? Had Alice seen Charlie's death and 
they were coming to be here with me through all of the hoopla like I 
had wanted?_ 

I wasn't sure which scenario I wanted it to be. There were so many 
questions and nowhere near enough answers. Well, I didn't have _any_ 
answers . 

I felt like I was on overload. I wanted nothing more than to shut 
down for awhile so that I could process everything that was going on. 
In less than a day my world had once again been flipped on its ear 
and I felt like I was going to snap. 

While I was lost in my internal struggle Jasper had returned. I could 
see him moving through my peripheral vision. He was walking toward me 
at a slow human pace. He probably assumed I would freak if he moved 
too fast. 

_Good call, Jasper. Good call._ 

He crouched down in front of me, ducking his head to look me in the 
eye . 



"Bella? Are you alright, darlin'?" he asked. 

"Jasper? " 

Okay, so I wasn't being very eloquent with the fact that I had only 
been able to say his name, but give me break. I'm in shock 
here . 

"Yeah, it's me sugar. You alright?" 

I didn't answer him. I just stared. I was trying to figure out just 
how I felt about him being here. 

Relief. That's what I felt. And fucking grateful. Really his timing 
was impeccable. I really didn't care how or why he showed up when he 
did, but in this precise moment it didn't matter. He was here and he 
saved me. I still didn't seem to be able to answer his question. All 
of my words were stuck in my throat. Well, all but one it 
seemed . 

"Jasper ! " 

Before properly thinking about my actions, I launched myself at him 

and wrapped my arms around him as tightly as I could. Of course as 

soon as I moved a searing pain shot through most of my body but I 
pushed it away. Yeah, it hurt like hell but I was alivea€l and Jasper 
was herea€ 1 and the rest of the Cullens were coming. 

I was a bit embarrassed that I had jumped on him like that, but it 

didn't last long. Now don't ask me where the fuck it came from 

because I honestly don't know, but when the embarrassment left anger 
took its place. I was so pissed the edges of my line of sight were 
actually tinted red. 

I pulled back away from him just as quickly as I had launched myself 
at him. 

_Fuck ! I gotta stop moving so fast. That shit hurts._ 

My anger was seriously misplaced. I had no reason to be mad at 
Jasper. Well, I did what with the whole him trying to eat me thing, 
but I didn't care then and I still don't. He's a vampire, I was 
bleeding. You do the math. 

No, I was angry with the rest of them, Rosalie excluded. But the fact 
was he was a Cullen, he was here, and I needed someone to take my 
anger out on. 

_Sorry, Jasper !_ 

I narrowed my eyes at him and to my surprise he actually 
flinched . 

"What the fuck are you doing here?" I gritted out between my 
teeth . 

If I didn't know any better I would have said that he was a bit 
scared . 


"UhhhaC 1 saving your life?" 



I rolled my eyes. 


"No shit Dick Tracy. I meant why are you here in Forks? It's been 
five months Jasper and I haven't heard from any of you. Why did you 
choose now of all times to show up and play hero?" 

He looked a bit taken aback but I didn't really care. I wanted 
answers . 

"Alice. She had a vision about your dad. Everyone decided that we 
would come back so that we could be here for you, " 

The look on his face caused my anger to all but disappear. I didn't 
know if he could feel the pain inside me over the loss of Charlie 
since I still wasn't allowing myself to feel it. If he couldn't then 
the look he was giving me showed me that he really was concerned for 
me . 

"Can you feel me?" I asked 

"No, and I have to admit that I'm a little concerned about that." 

I sighed and placed my head in my hands, wincing when I made contact 
with my broken fingers. 

"I guess that might be because I'm not really feeling anything right 
now. I'm just numb. I don't know what I'm supposed to do, what to 
feel, how to act. Hell, I don't even know who I'm supposed to be 
calling to tell them Charlie's gone. Now I have even more on my plate 
to deal with; with you and the rest of your family coming back. It's 
just too much. I don't know how to do this, Jasper. I feel soa€ 1 
lost . " 

He stood from his crouched position and sat down beside me. He 
reached over, wrapping his arm around my shoulders and pulled me to 
him . 

"Bella darlin', that's what we'll be here for. We'll help you with 
whatever it is that you need. No one is going to expect anything from 
you or expect you to act a certain way. Right now all you need to do 
is grieve. You're holding all that in and that's not good. You've 
been through so much in the last few months. You need to cry and yell 
and throw things if that's what you feel like doing." 

I let out a humorless laugh. 

"Trust me Jasper, if I unleashed all of that right now you'd be 
crying and yelling and throwing stuff right along with me. I don't 
think my house could survive that . " 

He chuckled and I actually gave him a genuine smile. It was the first 
one I had given anyone in a very long time and it felt nice. 

"You look tired, " he said as he traced the dark circles under my eyes 
with his free hand. 

"Yeah, it's been a long five months." 

This time I knew my smile was sad and didn't reach my eyes. The smile 



he gave me in return mirrored my own. 


"I'll tell you what. Why don't you go upstairs and take a bath, and 
when you're done I'll help you get some much needed sleep. Sound 
good? " 

"Sounds perfect, " I replied. 

I stood up, slowly this time, and made my way to the bathroom. After 
closing the door I leaned my head back against it and took a deep 
breath. It hurt which brought my attention to the fact that I had 
injuries I needed to tend to. I looked down and grimaced at the 
swollen purple mess that I had once called my fingers. There wasn't 
much that I could do about them right now outside of taking a trip to 
the emergency room. I really wasn't in the mood so I decided to wait 
for Carlisle. We'll call it a welcome home present. 

Using my good hand, I turned the knobs to start my bath water, making 
it as hot as possible. I stripped out of my clothing, taking as much 
care as I could with my shirt so as not to further injure my ribs. I 
struggled with the button of my jeans for a minute or two before 
finally getting them undone. 

I slid into the steaming hot water relishing in the way that it 
seemed to immediately relax every muscle in my body. 

I soaked for awhile before pulling the plug and turning on the shower 
so I could actually get clean. As much as I loved a nice relaxing 
bath I never felt clean afterward. 

I towel dried my hair a bit before wrapping the towel around my body. 
Then I realized I had a dilemma. I didn't have any clothes. I thought 
about just asking Jasper to grab some for me, but then he would have 
to root around in my panty drawer. 

_Yeah, so not happening. _ 

After a few minutes of trying to figure out what to do I just said 
fuck it and opened the door. I walked across the hall to my room, 
quickly closing the door behind me. 

"You know that probably would have worked if I were downstairs." 

I screamed and jumped about three feet off the floor. I turned to my 
right to find Jasper sitting in my rocking chair with an infuriating 
smirk on his face. 

"Sweet fucking Jesus, Jasper! What the hell?" 

"Sorry darlin'. I didn't realize how unobservant you are. I figured 
you would have seen me when you came in." 

"Well I didn't. So now that you've made the human's heart stop can 
you give me a minute to get dressed?" 

He grinned and I could have sworn I saw him scan my nearly nude body 
before he stood up and walked to the door. 

"Sure thing, darlin'. Give me a holler when you're done." 



Once the door was closed I grabbed clean clothes and got dressed as 
fast as I could manage with only one hand. 


"I'm decent," I called. 

I grabbed my brush off of the dresser and sat down on the bed as the 
door opened. Jasper once again took a seat in the rocking chair and 
watched as I brushed the knots out of my hair. 

We sat in silence, me staring out the window and him just watching 
me. It was like he was waiting for something. 

"What?" I finally asked after I couldn't take the silence 
anymore . 

He cocked his head to the side with a confused expression on his 
face . 

I sighed before turning to face him. 

"Why are you looking at me like that?" 

"Looking at you like what?" 

"You're staring at me like you're a cop waiting for their suspect to 
crack." I felt a twinge in my heart at the cop reference. 

He shrugged. 

"I guess I'm just not understanding how you're so calm. I've been 
around humans before when they've lost people they love and I've 
never experienced _nothing_ from them like I am with you. It's just 
strange to me." 

"Aren't you the one that told me that no one is going to expect me to 
act a certain way?" 

He grinned at me. "TouchA©." 

"I already told you, I'm numb. Too much has happened in such a short 
period of time and I just can't deal with it all." 

"You have had a rough day." 

"But it's not just today. It's every day for the last five months. 
It's almost like you all leaving opened up some sort of door and the 
bad shit just keeps stomping in like it owns the place. No matter how 
hard I try I can't seem to close it and when I get close something 
else comes along and busts it wide open again." 

He was quiet for a beat, contemplating what I had just told 
him . 

"I'm sorry, Bella" he finally whispered. 

I was confused. I had no idea what he could possibly be apologizing 
for . 

"Why are you sorry?" 



He stood up and made his way over to my bed, sitting down beside 
me . 

"I'm sorry because this is all my fault. If I had been in better 
control of my thirst none of this would be happening. Edward never 
would have left you and we would have been here to take care of 
Victoria before she had a chance to get to Charlie. Your life is in 
chaos because I'm weak and I'm so, so sorry." 

_Well, this just won't do. This won't do at all._ 

He sat there staring at his hands while he spoke. He couldn't even 
look me in the eye. I don't know if he realized it but he was 
projecting his feelings. I felt all of the guilt and remorse that was 
obviously eating away at him. It was all consuming and I hated that 
he felt that way. This wasn't his fault at all. His actions were just 
the catalyst that Edward had been looking for and I refused to let 
this man go another day feeling like this. 

"Jasper, look at me." 

He shook his head, so quickly I almost missed it. Now he was 
projecting shame. 

_Euck that !_ 

I grabbed his chin with my good hand and tugged. He wouldn't allow me 
to move him. 

"Jasper, I said look at me!" 

He sighed and finally allowed me to turn his face so he had to look 
at me . 

"Eirst of all, you have to know that I never blamed you. I forgave 
you the moment it happened. I knew that you wouldn't hurt me. Even if 
you had managed to get to me someone would have stopped you before 
you could have had the chance to drain me. Yes what happened sucks, 
especially since it's caused you to carry around all this guilt, but 
you didn't do anything wrong. I lived to tell the tale, so to speak, 
and that's all that matters. 

"Second of all, I don't ever want to hear you say something so 
ridiculous ever again. . . You are an empath, Jasper. That night it 

was not only your own bloodlust that you had to deal with but the 
bloodlust of five other vampires. I'm Edward's singer for fuck's 
sake! His bloodlust alone was probably what pushed you over the edge. 
Even if you had the level of control that Carlisle does you still 
probably would have taken a snap at me. The fact that you have to 
feel that from all of them all the time speaks volumes to your 
strength. Weak is never a word that I would choose to describe you 
and I don't ever want to hear you use it again either." 

"But Bella, the fact remains that my actions are what caused Edward 
to leave you. If that hadn't happened he would still be here." 

"No actually, he wouldn't. Your actions were just the excuse that he 
was looking for to leave. If you hadn't lunged for me that night he 
would have found some other reason to go. He didn't love me and he 
didn't want me forever. That was made blaringly obvious when he 



refused to change me after being asked God knows how many times. Not 
to mention he told me himself the day he left me. It hurt like hell 
to actually hear him say it, but it wasn't like I didn't already know 
I wasn't good enough for him." 

"Wait, what? He actually told you that?" 

I nodded. 

"Asshole!" he exclaimed under his breath. He shook his head and let 
out another sigh. 

"Bella, what exactly did he say to you?" 

"He didn't tell you?" 

"No . " 

I opened my mouth to repeat the words that had shattered my soul, but 
nothing came out. I couldn't do this right now. I couldn't relive 
that day, not with everything else. 

"Jasper, I promise that I'll tell you, but can we hold off on this 
conversation for another time? I'm mentally and physically exhausted 
and I don't know if my already fragile psyche can handle reliving 
that right now." 

He studied me for a moment before nodding his head. 

"Alright, but we_ will_ talk about this." 

" I promise . " 

He stood up from the bed so I could pull down my covers. It felt so 
good to crawl into my bed and allow my body to relax. 

"Oh my God!" Jasper yelled, making me jump. 

"What? What's wrong?" 

"What the fuck happened to your hand?" 

I hadn't exactly been hiding it, so I don't know how he managed to 
not see it before now. 

"Oh, right. Psycho vampire paid me a visit today. Remember?" 

"Bella that looks horrible. You need to have that looked 

at . " 

"Tomorrow. Right now I just want to sleep. Besides it doesn't hurt 
that bad and you know from personal experience that I've had 
worse . " 

"Still, I don't think you should wait. If you do they may need to 
rebreak the bones so they set correctly." 

I shrugged, not really caring. 

"I know, but at least I'll get some really good drugs if that's the 



case . " 

He chuckled and shook his head. 

"You are one strange human." 

I laughed along with him. "So I've heard." 

"We'll have Carlisle take a look when they get here." 

"Speaking of which, I thought you told Victoria they were on their 
way? " 

"Oh, yeah, kinda stretched the truth a bit. They are coming but it's 
a two day drive." 

I had to admit that I was glad that I had some more time to prepare 
myself for their arrival. 

He pulled the blanket up over me and I turned on my side to face the 
window. He sat back down in the rocking chair, picking up a book from 
the floor. 

"What's that?" I asked indicating the book. 

He gave me a sly grin and held it up so I could see the 
cover . 

"_Interview with a Vampire_? Seriously?" 

"Hey it's actually a good book. Once you get past all the 
inaccuracies about vampires." 

I rolled my eyes and readjusted my head on the pillow to get more 
comfortable . 

"If you say so" I said, closing my eyes. 

"Goodnight, darlin'" he said. 

"Goodnight, Jasper" I replied through a yawn. 

Only seconds later I felt myself drift off as Jasper blanketed me 
with feelings of peace and comfort. 


5 . Chapter 5 

**A/N: Hello again, lovelies! I'm giving you guys an update in 
celebration of the start of my vacation! YAY ! I'm off work for a week 
and I plan on working on this story a lot while I'm home. 

Enjoy ! ** 

JPOV 

I sat in the rocking chair reading while I waited for Bella to fall 
asleep . 

Once I heard her breathing even out and I knew she was asleep, I put 
the book down and just watched her as I allowed my mind to drift back 



over the events of the day. 


I was pissed about the Victoria situation. I had told Edward that we 
should track her down and deal with her after we were done with 
James. Of course him being the know-it-all asshole that he _thought_ 
he was, he told me that she wasn't a threat. 

I knew it was bullshit. I had felt the emotional connection between 
Victoria and James. It wasn't to the extent that I felt between Rose 
and Emmett or Carlisle and Esme but at the time that didn't mean 
much. James had been solely focused on his desire to get to Bella, 
causing all other emotion to take a seat on the backburner. Still, 
there was something there and it was stronger than what would be 
shared between friends or two people that were together for 
convenience . 

I had tried to argue this point but Edward was a stubborn mother 
fucker. When he made his mind up about something there was no 
changing it. Edward did what Edward wanted and no one else's opinion 
mattered in the slightest. Eor someone that claimed not to be, he was 
extremely selfish. 

I was also concerned about the fact that Alice hadn't seen any of 
this. Surely she would have warned me if she had. Victoria had to 
have made the decision to go after Bella, so why hadn't Alice seen 
it? 


I pulled my phone out of my pocket to call her so that I could get 
some answers. I noticed the blinking light indicating that I had a 
message. In fact, I had several. Twelve texts and fifteen voicemails 
to be exact . 

It was then I noticed the little icon of a bell with a red line 
through it on the top of the screen. I had put my phone on silent 
when I had gone hunting and I never turned it back on. 

_Well I guess this solves the mystery, jackass. _ 

I rolled my eyes at myself for being so careless. Just then the 
screen lit up and Alice's name was flashing back at me. 

"Hello, Alice . " 

"What the hell, Jasper? I've been calling you for hours!" 

"I'm sorry. I silenced my phone while I was hunting and didn't turn 
it back on before I left. I'm assuming you were calling to warn me 
about Victoria?" 

"Yeah. God, we should have listened to you. Bella has been a sitting 
duck all this time." 

"It's okay, Alice. I'm here now and the rest of you will be soon. 

It's not something we have to worry about right now. Dealing with 
Victoria will come later. Right now Bella comes first." 

"How is she. Jazz?" 

"I honestly don't know. I can't feel her. I don't know how she's 
doing it, but it's like she flipped an emotional switch. There's just 



nothing . 


"How did she take the news that we were coming back?" 

"That was pretty much the only time I felt anything from her. She 
panicked. I didn't tell her yet that Edward isn't with the family but 
I intend to talk to her more before you all get here." 

I heard Bella let out a whimper as she started shifting around like 
she was uncomfortable. I sat quietly, waiting for her to settle. But 
then she started talking. Edward had told us that she often talked in 
her sleep. 

"Noa€ 1 pleasea€ 1 don't go." 

Her words were mumbled and had I not been a vampire I probably 
wouldn't have been able to make out what she was saying. 

"Edwarda€ 1 love youa€ 1 please." 

The tone of her voice told me that she was begging. Begging him not 
to leave her. 

Her slight shifting had turned into full on thrashing and she was 
crying. Since she was sleeping the walls she had built up to keep her 
emotions in check had crumbled and I could feel everything. I 
clutched a hand to my chest and took in a sharp breath as I was hit 
with all of her pain. It was the most overwhelming thing I had ever 
experienced and I was floored that she was able to feel like this and 
still be breathing. I felt like I was dying. Like something was 
slowly sucking the life from me. It was excruciat ing . 

"Jasper? Jasper!" Alice yelled through the phone. 

I tried to send Bella some calm but it wasn't working. The emotional 
onslaught continued as did her movements. With each sob that escaped 
her lips so did the names of our family members. I now realized that 
it wasn't just Edward's departure that had broken her, it was all of 
us . 

I had to get out of that room. It took everything in me not to break 
down and start sobbing myself. 

I slowly pulled myself up from the chair and made my way to the door. 
All the while I could hear Alice yelling for me through her own sobs. 
She could hear everything that was going on and it was no doubt 
causing all kinds of turmoil for the little pixie. 

I made it out of the room and felt a tiny bit better with a door 
between Bella and myself. I went to the living room and sat down on 
the couch before I put the phone back to my ear to speak to a 
frantically crying Alice. 

"Alice? " 

"Oh God, Jasper!" she sobbed. "What have I done? How am I supposed to 
fix this? I can'ta€l I justa€ 1 " she trailed off, her tearless sobs 
taking over. 

I did my best to try to calm her down though I didn't know how 



successful my attempts were. It would have been much easier if she 
had been here and I could use my gift. Just as Alice's sobs quieted, 
a blood-curdling, glass-shattering scream echoed throughout the 
house. I dropped the phone and darted up the steps back to Bella's 
bedroom . 

She was sitting up in the middle of the bed, the sheets and comforter 
in a knotted mess around her legs and feet. She was covered in sweat 
and her hands were buried in her damp hair as she sobbed 
uncontrollably . 

I immediately took her in my arms, lifting her off the bed like one 
would a small child. She wrapped her small arms around me and buried 
her head I the crook of my neck as she cried. Once I got her legs and 
feet untangled, her legs, as if acting on instinct, wrapped 
themselves around my torso. 

I sat down on the edge of the bed allowing her to cling to me and 
soak my shirt with her tears. I rested my cheek against her head as I 
ran my fingers through her hair in a gesture of comfort and shushed 
her quietly. I sent her wave after wave of calm and was glad that it 
seemed to be working, unlike when I had tried while she was 
dreaming . 

After what seemed like hours her sobs had quieted and her breathing 
had returned to normal. She was still sniffling every now and again, 
but she had calmed down drastically. 

"You alright, Darlin'? I whispered. 

She nodded but didn't speak. 

"You want to talk about it?" 

This time she shook her head no. 

I was, admittedly, disappointed. I didn't want to pry but at the same 
time, I wanted to know what she was dreaming about that would cause 
such a reaction from her. I knew who was in the dream obviously, but 
surely just dreaming about us wouldn't cause such a violent reaction, 
would it? 

We sat for a little while longer, her wrapped around me like a monkey 
on a tree, and me stroking her hair and murmuring to her quietly that 
she was okay. That everything would be okay. 

When she was once again asleep, I laid her back down on the bed. 

After righting the giant knot that was her blankets, I covered her 
back up, kissed the top of her head, and slipped back out of the 
room . 

I hadn't forgotten about just leaving Alice on the phone when I raced 
upstairs. Most people probably would have hung up by now, but I knew 
she would still be on the line, waiting impatiently for me to tell 
her that Bella was okay. 

"She's fine, Alice" I said as I put the phone back up to my ear. "It 
was just a nightmare." 


"JUST A NIGHTMARE?!" she screeched. "Jazz, it sounded like someone 



was trying to kill her!" 


"Yes, well we can blame our dear brother for that. I swear I could 
kill him for doing this to her." 

She sighed, long and heavy and was silent for a moment before she 
spoke again. 

"It wasn't just Edward. We all did this to her when we went against 
what we thought was right and did what Edward asked." 

This time, I sighed, knowing she was exactly right. 

A few minutes later we said our goodbyes and I hung up. 

I could hear Bella crying and sniffling in her sleep again so I sent 
her as much calm and lethargy as her human body could handle. The 
strength of the emotions quieted her and dragged her down into a very 
deep sleep that would hopefully be dreamless. Lord knew the poor 
thing could use a few days of good uninterrupted sleep. 

I sat on the floor beside her bed, gently holding her hand with the 
broken fingers in mine, hoping that my cold skin would stave off some 
of the swelling. Carlisle was sure to be furious with me for not 
taking her to the hospital but I wouldn't force her to do anything 
she didn't want to do. I had seen Edward make that mistake time and 
time again and I wouldn't be like that with her. 

It was nearing noon by the time Bella finally began to stir. I had 
removed my influence from her hours before but she continued to sleep 
deeply and, thank goodness, peacefully. 

I left the room before she awoke fully. I knew that Edward spent 
almost every night with Bella but I was not Edward. I wasn't sure how 
she would feel waking up and finding me in her room. 

I would have made her breakfast but I had no cooking skills. Esme 
remembered some basics from her human days, but there was never any 
need before Bella entered our lives for any of us to worry about 
human food and how to prepare it. Now I wish I had paid attention 
when Esme would cook for her when she was at the house. 

I did, however, know how to work a coffee pot but I didn't know if 
she even drank coffee. 

I made some anyway then, feeling rather useless, I sat myself down at 
the kitchen table and waited for her to come downstairs. 


End 
f lie . 



